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Men listen and forebode, I hung my head,

And strove the present to recall,
As if the blow that stunned were yet to fall.

3.

Uprooted is our mountain oak,
That promised long security of shade
And brooding-place for many a winged thought;

Not by Time's softly-cadenced stroke
With panses of relenting pity stayed,
But ere a root seemed sapt, a bough decayed,
From sudden ambush by the whirlwind caught
And in his broad maturity betrayed !

4.

Well might I, as of old, appeal to you,

O mountains woods and streams,
To help us mourn him, for ye loved him too ;

But simpler moods befit our modern themes,
And no less perfect birth of nature can,
Though they yearn tow'rd him, sympathize with

man,
Save as dumb fellow-prisoners through a wall;

Answer ye rather to my call,
Strong poets of a more unconscious day,
When   Nature   spake   nor sought   nice   reasons

why,

Too much for softer arts forgotten since
That   teach   our  forthright   tongue to   lisp and

mince,

And drown in music the heart's bitter cry!
Lead me some steps In your directer way,